: b apare :
Feor foolish snd

--umi
- that wasa'l 1o st
2 "ROT WOaT.

| o e

.not 0goe o' little
. .Jos. _

o On'y ‘ez time kep’
oy ‘%3 creepin’ and
{,-.” iy Churis'mus
L7 B

- waz al-
mos’ here,
'w.nwﬁ-.hummu'guehrm
Vear:
An' } sec that pa wuz bothered, he'd sech an
asy way,
An b"n,,,.....mncrdthe subjic it the subjle
wurt ‘hris'mus “,
Fer Joe ey’ a tellin' constant what the other

s ulgi
An l::‘.ulc weﬂ so awful mean I hain't got

over it yits
Till at last 1 couldn’t stand it, sa’ the day afore

the day

§ shipped aout awful quiet, an” 1 tuk m

a!d}

isar daown 10 the grest N;dq,“w
an’ pos with folks,

The hull pilin® of um happy aa' lsughin’ aa

makin jokes
1 come o 1 noble pulldin® with popeorn strung
in strings.
An big tin horns an’ go-caris an' keers an'
arams an’ thing=.
QR feller wuzn a! h.ug‘ht:pmd. but ‘ud hast
! an’ sort an’ puli:
An'l ..1! out thirty shillin® an' my arme wax
alin’ Tall.
“h‘l ! got hack hum in the eovemn' the
s~ wnz dark an’ still,
. moon Wiz a-risin’ nohile over to oid Tug
hil
I preke hp--nm.lmqroumu slid the latch
ol ”l
When 1 ] lump an’ my packin's weat fiyia’
1eh 'I-.— floor.
P WUE [ 8 standin’ in frontof a plntod

By /

ha
Bot th

For 1he
<,

An' we heerd a hoot, an’ ihere wuz Joe a-squat-
1in up in bed

e gov & nmp an’ landed, an’ I thought my

bones el breek,

Hi. CAVE A JUMP AND LANDED.

bz 1 felt two tight arms givin® a bear-hug
‘raound my neck.

sech a time ¢z we had—sech bollerin’! you
could hear us far an® near—

T'il never have a better—if I live till 8 hunderd
VEAr.

Oh, teighbors?
o Chris mus day @

Be clus the huil year thre', but A-s put savin'
thouzhils away —

Let's have cne hearty lavghin® time an® let the

.r'n'::hh = FO—

Ferzit your pocket books an® give your hearts a

vhamee to grow !

Florence E. Prait, In Judge.

ROM \l\"‘s LE(.ACY

His Christmas Prasent to Mrs
Blake and Her Children.

don't be stingy when it pomes

NLY two d.’.
until Christmas!
How different
this will be from
the one I looked
forward to this
yoar!” thought
Mr. Bomain as
he restlessly
paced the wide
porch of his
hbandsome

home.
*‘How pleasant
the air is—as
oL warm and
balmy as wruur Exquisite, if one had
some one to enjoy it with: but I'm lone-
some. Poor Tom! How I hoped to see
you again, to tell you that the fault was
mine in that quarrel; and you are dead
—buried only last week, they tell me—
and I am back in Old Virginia, with
never a child or a chick to bid me wel-

come.”

“Dood-mornin’, Mister Man; will you
please tum to ye nauction?”

As these words fell on his ear, Mr.
LRomain turned and saw two little chil-
dren standing on the steps, a chicken
held tighdy under the arm of ome of
them,

ney were pretty children, too—a boy
and a girl, exactly the same size. Blonde
curls crowned each shining head; brown
eyes, with long, curling lasbes, looked
frankly out from under straight, clear
cut eyehrows, and two little pug noses
turned up mergily from the little rosy
mouths that were always smiling be-
neath. No, not always; for there was a
frightened little quiver about them now,
as their owners looked up timidly at
the stern, handsome man who wasso
earnestly regarding them.

*“Come to your what?” repeated Mr.
LRomain.

“To our nauction,” the boy explained
“Papa’s gone to lleaven, and we's goin’
to have a nauction; it's to det money,
You see; we's goin' to sell all our sings.
Mamma says ye more ye folkes come, yo
more we'll det money; and if dere's
enough, we's not goin® to sell my wockin’
horse. I'se dot Pickie, dis here chickie,
sufe—me and Rosy take turms holdin’

MR TURNED AXD SAW

CHILDREX.

Ler—but we tan’t bhole ye horse. I dems
~we'll do now."
“Did your mamma send you?" asked
Mr. Romain.
“Oh, no! she's cryin’, ap’ we dus

t we'd help ask folkes. Please

n, Mr. Man.”
nd smiling in a friendly but balf

down the walk. As Mm_“

ROMAIN

i

351
{8
I

,
i‘\

1
B

i
:

I

it
!

1
g
L
|

i
i

i
[

i

I
:

it
!
|

:
!

;.
'k
B

i
|

i
i
i
:
i

:

|
[

;
1
:

i
;
;|
!.
g
2

5
i

]
i

|
é

E
i

i
i

i
i

what used to be Mr. Tom Blake's
oy

“Od Mr. Brown, sah; he got power
ful rich on dat farm. Yo' see, sah, hit's
gota onl-ln init Oh, yes, sah, he's

rich.”

“And 'fo- mortgaged that land to
save my-old home,” thought Mr. Ro-
main, sorrowfully. *“I wonder if it
could be that the check I seat from En-
gland 4id agt get to him In time? In
any case he's dead, and Nellie and’ the
children penniless, ang—" glnlnrw
the letter -pu—"am to b!”

“An auction ;lnul. at Christmas eve!
Why, it seems fairly barbarous.”
thought Mr. Romain, indignantly, as
he entered what had been the pleasant
bome of his friend Tom, and was so
soon to be left desolate under the hands
of the auctioneer.

It was early in the day, but already
the house was fllled with neighbors
who had come from miies around to at-
tend the sale; and ag Mr. Romain moved
smong them his edls were constantly
greeted with remarks pa the foolishness
of “signin’ for people.”

Sick at heart, he enfered the little
kitchen back of the house, which was
as yot unoccupied, save by Mrs. Blake's

She was sitting on 8 split-bottomed
chair, rocking herself to and fro; and

blue-checked apron.

“Where is your mistress, auntie?”
Mr. Romain asked.

There was a kindly ring in his voice
that unlocked the old woman's bur-
dened heart, and she sobbod aloud as
she answered:

*Ob, massa, she donc took de chill-
uns, an’ gon’ to her cousin's Miss
Rachel. It jest broke my po’ ole heart
to see 'em go! But Miss' llake say she
couldn’t stand it here, an’ dey have to
go soon sure. Po’ things! only de good
Lord know what's to come of dem, she
say.”

*0Uh, massa, hit's awful hard on
missis, dis is She went all over de
bouse dis mornin’ tryin’ to say good-
bye to it. De little ones a-clingin’ to
her kep’ a pickin’ up things. ‘Mawmms,
dey won't tak® my wockin'-horse, will
dey?’ ‘Mamma, will de nauction ma
det my little chair? dey ask. Missi
tried to hol’. back de tears an’ speak
chirk to dem chilluns, but when she
come to her own room she say: ‘You
stay out here, darlings; mamma wants
to go in here alone.” I took de chilluns,
but preseatly I peek in de room. an’
dere was my po' missis, a kneelin’ fore

lyin®’ on de big family Bible dat she'd
put on de chair; she had her arms
around dat, an' she was cryin’ softly.

* ‘Ob, my husbard” she whispered
over and over, an’ den she

“OE TALK A HEAP © MR ROMAIN™

to de widow. Dear Lord, lot t‘lh cup
pass from me.’

“1 shet de do’ den. By‘nb,lhoﬂ-.
out, all white an’ tremblin’, bat she
tried to smile on dooullmuahhl
dem down the walk.

*Dose po’ little things! Resy was|
huggin® her rag doll an’ tryin" to hide it
under her apun, an’' Romain was totin®
Pickie, de chicken, clost in he arms.
‘De nauction man can't take mamma’s
chillans, an’ 80 he can’t hkouu.'hfd

keep sayin'’.” £y 1%
“Romaia?™’ ber visitof.
“Yes, sah, Romain; dat's fora frien’

of Massa Tom's. Massa mot see him

for years, but he talk a heap o' Mr

Romain.” .
“Thank God! Tom forgave me,” whis-

pered Mr. Romain. as he left the kitchea

in response to the business-like tones of
the austioneer that now raag onelut

‘| came to her own room.

P | just ad she had left it; the family Bible

mas<a's big arm-chair, wid her head a

say:
“ *A fader to de faderiess, a husband ;

another., seeking the lawyers, uatil she

How pretty and bomelike It still
looked! There was bher husband’s big
arm-chalr, still drawn up to the table,

still lay on its seat, but on it lay some-
thisg she had not left there, and as she
picked it up she read her own mamo on
the'big enveloge. With fingers trem-
blisg so she could hardly use them, she

it open and read:

“My Dess Mes. BLAxkez: When you read the
inclosed lotter, written twelve years ago, by
my friend and your busband, I think you will
pot deny it is my right W give you the inclosed
deeﬂ. et¢., securing to you your home. He

me mine. i

*§ find Mr. Brown hurried this sale to secure |
the land adjacent to his coal mine. It is very
_valuable, a0d in 8 few years will make you
rich. -

“And now, my dear friend, to morrow can not
B to you a Merry Christmas, but with
bravecheorfulness I hope you will malke it to
your children not an unbhappy one. ] am

inoete]y

TIH

“Veq friend, as I was your

*
to

by

faithful old colored cook, Auné Mancy. |5

occasionally wiping her eyes with her} -

vanished, Unchhhrmu.ﬂith _

house.

““Who asre those childrem, uacle?”
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high. To this top is aflized the ecrown
by which the bell was swung. The

inch in thickness. In sbape it isa coro-
not, with three apertures for fastening
it to a beaw. About three inches above
the rim of the bell runs this inscription,
in hnll'-l-ei ullal lotuu.

- .
801 DE l.wcwo MI'I'IAGA.

'l'he ineripuo- "does mot quiu -ak.
the circuit of the bell, and the space be-
tween the two ends is ornamented with
little diagonal figures, which to Mr
Miller suggested the flewr de Ifs of
France, but they seemed too regular in
shape for this design. A plain part of
the bell is ornamented in the same man-
ner. There is no date, but the bell is
discolored and seems to be eaten by ita
long burial. The scholarship of Eliza-
beth has beem unable to decipher the
inscription, and as there was mevera
convent or similar institution situated
mear the place where the relic was ua-
earthed it is a natural conclusion of the
owner that im case it contains precious
metals it is of a buried treasure.
It seems probable that the bell once
helonged to & Portuguese monastery.

scholar is e in this be-
Ly the fact that several hundred
worth of Sanish doubloons were
ral years ago found in the Sound

sessl@

the mouth of the creek on whose |

the bell was discovered. Mer.
pr was first persuaded that there
precious metal in the bell by his
d Joseph Metzner, who is a molder

¥

and 8 silver medal
varcer.—X. Y. Senday

*Jack™ was nearly
thirtees whea he ended his netable

Joursal

SeientiBe Item.
A —Thevre is a most

A.~1f you call out, *“Hello, Smith:™
the echo says “What Smith do you

mean?” no less than

timea —Texas Sifuings

remarkable echo

fourseen dist nct

The Baitle of Life.
The troe hero will eadeavor to make the

should be fortified by a use of that su
ing tonic alterative of Dr.
which keepa the biood |

strengthening
Bull's I-Inmp.rllll.
ure and the functions
can pot enter the

" | §ut married

lated, so that |
tadel of Life.

® e !

e foundry of Moure Brothers and | .4

some knowledge of motﬂluT
prty on which the bell was

ed lnlonp to a Mr. Forsyth.—N.

mes

RAPPING AN ELEPHANT.

l-tl:: Adventure in the Wilds
nt and motionless, quite hidden in
arkness, steod the buge form of an
ull elepbant, one of whose tusks |
»n damaged in his youth and had
totally decayed. Iis head was
lcﬂunl in order to rest his ome
ter tusk upom the ground, his
loosely colled between his fore.
was also resting on the ground,
his great ragged ears flapped
pdically in vain endeavor to shake
e myriads of mosquitoes that per-
atly bovered around his head. Sude
y the forest was lit up by a most
flash of lightaning, followed an in-
, afterward by a crashing peal of
der. The elephant raised his head
a startled jerk, his hugo limbe
ing with fear.
most before the rumbling echoes of
thundér had died away, the rain,
.had been threatening for so many
fell in torrents. Flashes of
tning succeeded each other so rapid- |
hat. the attendant peals of thunder
converted into ome continuous
, and the viclence of the wind soon
d to a veritable tornado—a
ical hurricane.
s were blown down and uprooted
Il sides. The terrified elo'phnt re-
d for some time motionless with
, but as the tempest continued, the
. andlnlypnuio-udehl.
wadly through the
t, stumbliag and falling over the
uku of uprooted trees in his endeav
some patch where there
ld be no danger of being crushed by
falling timber.
denly, in the midst of a mad rush,
elepbant sank to the ground with a
usal of pain. e poor brute
severed the vines that supported
of the traps that had been
previous day, and a heavily-weighted
was plunged between his lht:llg

For some moments he remal
onless, then the great body rol
ly from side to side im vain en-
vor to free himself from the lmr.
the weapon was barbed
mte had trated too du
shaken o Here ho mnnild'! ox-
: unul daybreak, his hide cov-
with patches o! mud and deep red
» of blood.—Herbert Ward, ia
bner's.
Deaver's Wealthy Beotbiack.
t isn't every day that a colored man
y bo seen who is rated at 825,000, who
a well stocked farm of 330 acres, a
t bank account and, at the same time,
putting in fifteen hours a day at a
ptblack stand. Such » man is making
home in Denver. His name is Jacod
ower, and ewvery day he plies the
I brash at a chair on Lawrence
front of the Gibbs House
or is a full-blonded African of large
r and powerful frame. “:ih. ﬁ
whoem forty years have res
tly.ul yot his has been a life of
and vicissitude, whose recital
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of Horebound nad Tar for C
s'l'wtharhrbnpmhl-“

A Ma¥ nosconer owl
how 1o talk well t ke also b
value of pot tulking at all — Atchison (dioba,

— e —

Ant“lmmothtrpuh.m lfonrmq
snd bt
aﬁ’lwy ;-u_h: Jﬁn.“‘

llmnmurm;- To preserve ogge al

‘.rh them in layers —Bingtamton
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to know

“ l-hln-

No Opium in !'i-o s Cure for Consumption
n. —

Cures whemomrr rm!u- faul

Boxa of lho man wlu- never shonkl have
1 would that my love would
silent be ™ Hm un !lrral'l

——

Povr ™ * lututu ¥Mamew Fuas
SRABFIZLD REsI LATEE ¢@, ATLAATA, L
SOLP BY ALk DEUCualaTe.

Fulll.lﬂlls&lm

Such as Wind and Puin in the Stemach, Mmﬂ“ﬂ*

Dizziness, and Drowainess, Cold Chilla,
Shortnesa of Breath, Costivenves, Scurvy,

A I)!.‘-

of Bos?, (ogs of
oo the Blin,

Siesp, Frighttful Droams, and all Nerveus and Trembiing Gemestsens &e.
THE FIRST DOSE WILL CIVE RELIEF IN TWENTV MINUTES.
BLECHAN'S PILLE TAREN A8 D/RECTED RESTOME FENALES TO COBPLITE MEALIW.

FwMHM'ﬂMW

JC’ LRE IM

:hc bringing back the
th.

onstipation, Disordered Liver, efc,,

weru rakaing -'
.:- l.' m.......m
I-.Im One of the bept

— i —

Praesoap is white. Brown soaps are
adulterated with rosin. Perfume is only
E;t in to hide the presenoce of putrid faf.

bbins’ Electric Soap is pwre, white, an
n-wa-ted Has been sold since 1365, Try it

- ——
Java must be a moral
never sce it adverti

Java"—Puck.
el

Wiis be found an excellent m«’l l'or
slok headache. Carter's Little l.iu-r
| Thousands of letters from pmple who h.\'e |
used them prou unn uct. '!'rs'

hmtohnla wa
exceplt as pum-

*BALLAIIII’S*

‘HOREHOUND-
serSYRUP! =

It is fortunate that we are not all rich. |~

Bome of us would not know bhow 1o act if
wo were.— Boston Traveller.

.

COoUGHE AND ("nun. Those who are suf. |

fmng from tonlhn. Colds, Bore Throat, |

etc., should tr Brows's BRONCHIAL

TroCHES. de 0 bores. |

— - -

— I

tions to lho
there aren't l

Or course thore are exc
rule “the dio youug,' " bu
many ol’ us. —!.lm ra u-m

‘ll- l-llh.-l —-n (=3
oowu* oL,
ReepPInG
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% (Eepecially Adapted to CHILDR
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PISOS CURE FOR
mcmuudmﬁwu

Cures where all
o e iron take it without chjection.. By Grempiete.
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" The Christmas Number

will have a cover beautifully pr

page the original of the engraving
of illustrations and reading matter

ERS OF THE DAY, and mmﬂed n

rs sent In

response to
our offcr of

oFr Tt

c‘-
llm tllustrated.
comtributed by the GREAT
Quality by that of any
blmtaonmlhevnmd&am 'l'hllu.hl"lﬂhﬂdﬂklhunm
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“ ttle-
It will also contan
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Ry Sor ooen s

Mhnﬂnﬂmlhﬁ*
of illustrations and so pet
than that contained it 2y
fore our ofier embraces both quantity and quality.
The thrce aumbers for 10 cents contas:

&WM

trated by Wilson de Mesa, and issued 28 s FOUR-
PAGE SOUVENIR SUPPLEMENT.




